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	Welcome to the Family- A Malec Fanfic

Alec's knee went up and down like a child on a moon bounce. He couldn't stop fidgeting. Whenever he caught look of himself in the side mirror of the car, he saw a frenzied smile that he almost didn't recognize as his own. It was pasted on his face. He was incapable of frowning. His hands groped around the sides of the leather seat of their black Mercedes. He almost wished he had offered to drive. It would've given him something to concentrate on. He looked over at the current driver. Magnus, looked cool and collected, his hair spiked up and gelled in it's normal fashion. Anyone else, looking at him, would think it a normal day, but Alec saw the shine in his eyes and the slight tilt of his mouth at the corners. He was blissful. Suddenly Magnus smiled and, not taking his eyes of the road, moved one hand to cover Alec's own. Magnus had noticed him staring. Of course he did; Magnus noticed everything. His husband rubbed Alec's ring back and forth over his finger. Alec's hand couldn't stay still.

Magnus laughed softly, as not to break the calming silence between them. "Are you shaking, Alexander?" he asked lightly.

Alec smiled sheepishly. "I'm just so excited. I can't believe this is finally, finally happening." It had taken months and months of searching, Magnus calling up every warlock he knew, going to seedy Downworlder shops and marketplaces, but they'd finally found her. An orphaned baby warlock, nobody seemed to want. Their dream child. They'd been thinking about adopting since their wedding night, when they'd realized that they didn't just want to be together as one, they wanted to be together as a family. Now that dream was coming true.

"Trust me, I know. I haven't been this excited since.. Well, since our wedding." Magnus grinned at him, and Alec flushed thinking back to that wonderful day. "We are going to be a family, Alec. A real family." Alec looked into his love's face and saw a longing that felt completely and utterly open and intimate. Magnus had been a shattered man, and now he and Alec were building a life together.

'So, miracles do happen,' Alec thought. The car took a right turn, spraying water from a puddle in the street. It was pouring out, and the sky was a dull grey. But no day had ever been more beautiful to Alec. Alec stared through the windshield as their sleek, black car pulled into the parking lot of a nondescript tan building. An orphanage. The orphanage. Run by ageless warlock Magnus had somehow managed to track down with his "connections" (Alec tried not to be bothered by those anymore) this orphanage held abandoned downworler children, in surprising amounts. Although, there was but one Warlock child there currently. Their child. The entire lot was empty of cars, and Magnus parked in a space just left of the glass doors.

Magnus let out a gust of air, and turned to Alec, his eyes wide. "Would you believe me, if I told you I was terrified?" he asked weakly. Alec was stunned. But he saw it in his husband's face. The absolute joy mixed with fear of the unknown. Neither of them knew how to be parents. What if when she grew up she was mad that she didn't have a mom? What if she was made fun of in school for having two dads? How would she even go to school if her devil's mark was obvious in her appearance? These questions had burned both Alec and Magnus's minds on many a late night. But they were going to do it. It would work out. Magnus's face seemed to calm as Alec made this mental resolution.

Alec squeezed his husband's wrist reassuringly. "We can do this. I know we can." He stared into Magnus's eyes, daring him to deny it.

He didn't. "You're right. Let's go."

They stepped out of the car and into the rain. Magnus took off his jacket and held it above his head, as they sprinted for the door. Alec grabbed the handle and threw it open, holding it for Magnus behind him. He jumped through the doorway and looked up to find himself breathing in musty air, and listening to the sound of children. The front lobby was dark, dust filled and empty, with the oh-so-delightful scent of mold. There was a counter to the left of the big room, and on it a service bell.

Alec looked at Magnus and gestured his head towards the bell, as if to say 'Should we ring it?' Magnus answered him by striding over confidently to the desk, and slapping his hand down on the bell.

A low voice muttered what sounded like curses in another language from the other room. A door in the back of the room flew open, and out strutted a man who was obviously a warlock. His skin was bright purple with a scaley complexion like a reptiles. He hobbled a few steps towards them then stopped. "Yes?" he asked gruffly, giving Alec a menacing look.

"Uh... Um.. We are.. I am..," Alec sputtered.

"The Banes," Magnus said.

Although, Alec wanted to point out, technically he was still a Lightwood. He had kept his Shadowhunter name.

"Ah, you're the ones wanting that little warlock girl," the purple man chuckled. "She's spirited that one. Don't get many Warlocks in here. Can't even walk yet and I can already tell she's feisty. Now why would a nephilim," he said the word with disdain. "and the High Warlock of Brooklyn, be coming together to pick up a baby warlock from little ol' me?"

Magnus smiled, with his debonair social facade. "This is my husband, sir, and we would like to raise the child," Alec could hear the buried happiness under Magnus's calm words.

The purple warlock stared at Magnus and Alec incredulously, each in turn. He muttered something under his breath about 'destroying good culture' and then wandered off back through the door by which he came. "I'll be getting your love child for ya," he yelled through the door.

'Love child?' Alec mouthed at Magnus. Magnus grinned back at him. Alec's heart began to race. They were going to see their baby. Their daughter. Their's to raise. To help through the conflicts of life. His mind was racing, and he could barely breathe. The side door swung open again, and the warlock stepped out once more, a pile of blanket in his arms. Without thinking, Alec grabbed Magnus's hand. "This is 'er alright," said the warlock coming closer. Alec and Magnus stepped forward as one, till they were staring down into the eyes of the baby girl. She was topped with a bit of brown peach fuzz, as new babies are. Her rosy cheeks were chubby, and her little chest was rising and falling in deep sleep. She was almost a newborn baby; this they had not been told. But unlike a normal newborn baby, cat-like whiskers were growing from under her nose and from above her eyes, and Alec suddenly realized that what he had thought was the blanket touching his hand, was a long black tail. Alec felt his heart expand in his chest. This baby was going to be his pride and joy. His heart and soul. And all of the worries he'd had for the past six months faded away, with each little breath she took. He suddenly felt the urge to look up at Magnus, to see if he felt it too. And as their eyes met, Alec knew he did.


End file.
